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CADBURY'S, COCOA 











“ Represents the Standard of highest purity at present attainable in Cocoa.”—Tue Lancet. 


Begistered at the General Post Office as s Newspaper. 


PRICE THREE PENCE. 
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accompanicd by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 
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MELLIN’S FOOD BISCUITS. 
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CRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


Coan 


” 
CENTLEMEN’S WICS. 
mm Perfect Imitations of Mature. 
W ecightless,no wiggy appearance 
Unehrinkable Material. Lnstruc 
tions for self. measurement on 

application 


CHAS. BOND & SON, 
“4, NEW HKONTD STREET, W 
Bpecialists also for | adies 
Wigs and Scalpettes 
Bend for Illustrated Catalogue 


SMOKE THE CELEBRATED 


“PIONEER” 


SWEETENED TOBACCO, 


KNOWN 





ALL OVER THE WORLD 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


RICHMOND CAVENDISH 
Co., Lto., 


AT THEIN PHONDED WORKS, LIVERPOOL 


And retailed by all first-class 
tobacconists at home and abroad. 
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DIGESTIVE. NOURISHING. SUSTAINING. 


| Por Children after Weaning, the Aged, Dyspeptic, and for all who | 
require a Simple, Nutritious and Sustaining Food. 


Price 2s. per Tin. 


London: 
BOLD RY ALL 





| Samples post free from Mellin’s Food Works, Peckham, S.E, 
A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 
CONSTIPATION, 
Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
if N D I ) N of Appetite, Gastric and 
Headache. 
47, Southwark Street, S8.E. ; 
WEDDING 
PRESENTS. 
The Largest and Choicest 
COLDSMITHS COMPANY, 
| Show Rooms: 112, RECENT ST., W 


TAMAI IP 
Intestinal Troubles, 
CHEMISTS _AND | DRUGGISTS, 2s. 6a. A ROX. 
Stock in the World. 
(Absoin ine poe fee Comrant. 


MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


DRESSING BAGS. 


Exquisite Models. Perfect rit. Ouaranteed Wear. 





WORTH et Cie. 


SPECIALITY IN 


CORSETS 


A scparate department for 
~ Gentlemen for every class 
of Corset 


PATENT DIAGONAL 
SEAM CORSETS. 
Wilt not split in the Seams 
nor tear in the Fa *The 
most comfortable corset 
ever made. Lavy'’s Pict. 
Made in White, Hlack, and 
wll the fashionable Colours 
and Shades, or Italian Cloth, 
ann ‘Coutil, 41, 5/11, 

T ir, and w 
wards Baa bp allt the Prin. 





ONLY ADDRESS: 


134, NEW BOND ST., W. 


Noconnection with 
Worth of Paris. 
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THE 


Sore Throats } PASTEUR” 


| 
“* You cannot do better than (Chamberland) [- | LT EE R 
argle with “CONDY.” : 
& “ Morell Mackenzie, M D. | “The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.”’—Britisn Mepicat Journat. 


eee Physician to the late 
Emperor ef Germany.) 


wn CONDY'S 
remodial FLUID. 








“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.’’—Lavycrr. 


| | To be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. 


| J. DEFRIES & SONS, 


oe 147, Houwsvrren, Loxpos, E.C. 


CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 














AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Dairy Consumption, 50 Tons. 


EVERYWHERE. 








SOLD RETAIL 





QRIENT COMPANY'S YACHTING 


CRUISES by the steamshi ips GARONNE, 3.99) 
| tons regi-ter, and LUSITANIA, 3,917 tons register, 


| ae a - 
or MOROCCO, SICILY, PALESTINE, ana EGYPr. 


tesvian vie Franca (Nice), March Passenger} can 
leave London March |, returning to py Apri us 
For SOUTH of SPAIN, GREECE. Co. 
PLE. jokteoat — m, Mar SI, Svaeeanee 
For L ROCCO,CORSIC. 
SICILY, leavin, : ondon April zi, ~ ty ‘e 
String band, electric light, hot and cid patie, 
high class cuisine Managers: FP. Green 
Anderson, Anderson & Uo. Head Offices Sage “nar ’ 
| Avenue. For passage apply to the ia 
5, Fenchurch Avenue, London, E.U., o 
| West-End Hranc h Oice, , Is, Coc kepur Stree ts w 


FASTER IN SEVILLE. - 


Cruise to Naples, Sicily, Tunis, Algiers 
Gibraltar for Seville, Malu ga for Granada, 
| Lisbon and Tilbury on 8.Y. ** Midnight Sun,’ 
leaving April 6th. Lecturer, Sir Lawnger 
Prayrarr. Month's Cruise from Marseilles 
25 guineas; from London, 30 guineas 
February 18th Cruise to Palestine nearly 
full. Details from Mr Woolrych Perowne, 
5, Endasle igh Gardens, London, N.W. 




















The most Effective Skin 
Purifying and Beautifying 
Soap in the World. 


The Purest, Sweetest, 
and Most Refreshing 
for Toilet, Bath, and 
Nursery. 


Sold throughout the World. 
F. NEWBERY & SONS, 1, King 
Edward Street, London, E.C. 


HOOPING Ci COUGH, 
ROCHE’S HERBAL UP. 

The celebrated effectual cure without internal 
medicine. Sole Wholesale Agents, W. Eowsnvs & 
Sow, 157, Queen Victoria Street, London 
Sold ,! most Chemists. Price 4s — 


Paris— Béast, 4, Rue dela 
New York—Fovuorns & Co., North WF iitinm Street 


POUDRE 
DAMOUR 


Prepared by Picard Fréres, 
Parfumeurs. 


A TOILET POWDER 
cor THE COMPLEXION, 


For the Nursery 
moug=nen ¢ sof the Skin, 
fter Shaving, &c. 
PURE ANI D HARMLESS. 
BLANCEE. NATURELLE, RaCHZL, 1:. 
Of PERFUMERS, CHEMISTS, &c. 


Wholessie, R. HOVENDEN & SONS, Berners 
Street, W., and City Road, B.C., London. 
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WHY TAKE A CHILL? 

Ir your TRAIN IS NOT HEATED BY Pipes, GET PLENTY oF Foor- 
WARMERS, AS Atcy AND Berry pip. Sit on one, PUT your Frer 
ON ANOTHER, A COUPLE AT YOUR BACK, AND’ ONE ON Your Lap, 
AND YOU'LL GET TO YOUR DESTINATION AS THEY DID—WARM AS 
Murrines! 


AT THE HUNT BALL. 
(The Sad Complaint of a Man in Black.) 


0 Motty, dear, my head, I fear, is going round and round, 

Your cousin isn’t in the hunt, when hunting men abound ; 

A waltz for me no more you'll keep, the girls appear to think 

There ’s a law been made in favour of the wearing of the pink. 

Sure I met you in the passage, and I took you by the hand. 

(nd snys I, “ How many dances, Mouty, darlint, will ye stand ? ” 

But your card was full, you said it with a most owdacious wink, 

And | hanging” all your partners for the wearing of the 
pink ! 

You ’d a waltz for Caarum Turvuster, but you’d divil a one for 

me, 

Though he dances like a steam-engine, as all the world may see ; 

Tis an illigant divarsion to observe the crowd divide, 

As he plunges down the ball-room, taking couples in his stride. 

lis a cropper you ’ll be coming, but you know your business best, 

Still, it’s bad to see you romping round with Cuar.ie and the 
rest ; 

Now you’re dancing with Lord ArtHur 
to dhrink 

And I’m “hanging ’ 
pink! 


’ all your partners for the wearing of the 


Your cruelty ashamed you ’ll be someday to call to mind, 

You'll be glad to ask my pardon, then, for being so unkind, 

The ee men are first, to-night—well, let them have their 
whack— 

You ’ll be glad to dance with me, someday—when all the coats 
are black! 

But, since pink ’s the only colour now that fills your pretty head, 

Bedad,.I ll have some supper, and then vanish home to bed. 

"Tis the most distressfu! ball-room I was ever in, I think, 

And sod “hanging” all your partners for the wearing of the 
pink! 


| 


| dition was only normal. 


AFTER THE ESTIMATES ARE OVER. 
(Page Srom ** The Story of the Invasion of Eagland in 19 on 


Dover had fallen. The coal-mines discovered in the bed be- 
neath the abandoned Channel Tunnel were supplying the in- 


| vaders with unlimited fuel. Ramsgate, always gay, was (although 


in the hands of the enemy) the scene of a most exciting regatta. 
Margate was fairly cheerful, and if Herne Bay were dull its con- 
he Fleet, owing to a foult in the 
machinery, was on its way to the West Indies. Instead of 
“ Attack the Enemy,” the signal had been given, “Fly to 
Jamaica.” Immediately at full speed (two hundred and fifty 
knots an hour) the battleships had departed in the wrong direc- 
tion. The breakdown of the engine in the signalling-room on the 
Admiral’s flagship rendered the summons of recall! practically 
impossible . the coast of England, left unguarded by its 
nautical defenders, had fallen an easy prey to the foreign hosts. 
True the Guards had done their best, receiving from time to 
time telephonic messages of encouragement from their comrades 
at Gibraltar. True the Line had supported the Household 
Brigade most admirably. True the Militia (represented by the 
7th Rifle Brigade and the 4th Cheshire) and the Volunteers (in 
the persons of the Inns of Court and the 3rd Middlesex Artillery) 
had performed prodigies of valour. But it had been of no avail. 
The South coast was in the hands of the enemy, and Eastern 
Scarborough and Western Cardiff were trembling to their founda- 
tions. 

No time was lost by the invaders to march on London. They 
paused for a moment to inspect Canterbury Cathedral (courte- 
ously thrown open by the Dean and Chapter), and spent a few 
days in the novel amusement of sea-bathing at Birchington. 
But after this the advance became a stern matter of business 
rather than a pleasure excursion. Place after place fell as the 
army approached. Every town, every village proved to be 
empty. There were no inhabitants, and as a natural conse- 
quence no provisions. When tae invading commander-in-chief 
reached Chatham he was more than hungry. This town, like the 
others, was deserted. All the restaurants were closed, and every 
tavern dismantled. Suddenly there was a shout of joy. An enor- 
mous warehouse, marked with the Government “ broad arrow,” 
was found crammed with provisions. The invaders sat down to 
a hearty breakfast. Full of renewed energy they started, and at 
St. Marv Cray (reached at 1 p.m.) discovered a second empo 
rium. They lunched adequately, and found a third at) Herne 
Hill, and stayed at that delightful spot for dinner. An easy 
stroll in the cool of the evening brought them to Brixton, where 
they found a building like its fellows replete with every gastro 
nomic luxury. They enjoyed their supper. The next morning 
when the advancing host marched upon 85, Fleet Street (where 
serious opposition was expected), the commander-in-chief of the 
aliens expressed his entire satisfaction with the arrangements of 
the Government of 1897 in establishing “ block-houses” for the 
sustenance of invaders en route for London, 


Brother Jonathan's Jingoes. 
Ir seems to come to this, one grieves to state, 
That, after all the genial gush and chatter, 
These Jingoes are prepared to arbitrate 
Only about such things as do not matter ; 
Leaving all matters that material are 
To the old Arbiter—red, ruthless war! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Drury Forryum’s historical treatise of the glazed and 
enamelled earthenwares of Italy leaves nothing more to be said 
in the matter of majolica. ‘‘ Maiolica,” he, as pers in matters 
of spelling as was Sam Weller's father, names the volume turned 





sure, he’s had enough | Press. 


lancient craft. 


| delight to the eye. 


out with the perfected art peculiar to the Oxford University 
The objects critically and historically considered are the 
glazed and enamelled pottery produced in Italy during the latter 
decades of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. To the connois- 
seur or collector the book is invaluable. The untutored reader 
| grows fascinated as he turns over the pages, and learns all about 
these gems of a lost and irreparable art. My Baronite learns 
with regret that there are nefarious dealers who ‘‘ cook”’ repro- 
ductions of the ancient wares with intent to make them look 
old, and pass them off on the unwary as originals. They have 
evidently no chance with Mr. Forryum. The volume is enriched 
with exquisite reproductions of the most famous speciinens of the 
The original plates are for our betters. Failing 
‘plates’ in the book are a 


possession of them the twenty-one th 
Tne Baron. 
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“FACING THE MUSIC.” 
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"Sportsman (to Friend whom he has mounted), ‘‘ For GoopNess’ sake, OLD Cap, DON’T LET HER PUT YOU DowN ! 


A BAD LOOK-OUT. 


TO SAVAGE you!” 
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A BILLET FROM QUEEN BESS. 


[[t is rumoured that Queen ExizanetTn’s ghost 
hs lately been haunting the library of Windsor 
Castle. } 

Goop Cousin Punca,—When I, in com- 
pany with glorious ANNa, paid you a visit 


| in your sanctum o’ New Year’s Eve (as duly 








recorded in your last Preface), you, very 
sensibly, took it as a matter of course. 
And now some varlet pedant, at our old 
toyal Residence of Windsor Castle, hath 
been raising a hue-and-cry for that, for- 
sooth, his book-bleared eyes have caught 
some fleeting glimpse of my royal, if sha- 
dowy, presence in the library there!!! 
What more natural than that, in this 
Annus Mirabilis of Victorian Diamond Ju- 
bilee, “revisiting the glimpses of the 
moon” (as Wixi of Avon hath it), I should 
drop in fortuitously at that towered citadel 
by silver Tamise which cousin Vicroria hon- 
ours with Her Royal and Imperial presence ? 
But, worthy coz, it hath come to our 
royal ear, that there is a talk of setting the 
Psychical Society on our Spectral track!!! 
Body o’ me, and beshrew the bungling 
boors, if they come poking their pedagog- 
ish, impertinent noses into my “ psychical ” 
peregrinations, “ By heaven, it make a 
ghost of him that lets me!” May not a 
royal lady take her walks abroad—“ my 
custom always in the—evening ”—without 
being pestered by the pettyfogging pryings 
and perquisitions of amateur ghostseers 
and sapient bogey-hunters ? 
_Undesirous of disturbing my dear Gos- 
sip’s slumber at this hour in the morning, 
We have written this message from the 
Shades on your studio window-pane, with 
a diamond ring, as aforetime in the ~ - 
whereof you will wot. Exvizapeti R. 





“WANTED!” 


WANTED! a man with all attainments blest, 

Who ’1ll work with energy and toil with zest, 

Whose path through life has been one long 
exam 

On banks of Isis, or on sluggish Cam. 

A man who’s skilled in ancient Latin lore; 

And over Greek Iambics loves to pore ; 

Binomial Theorem, and ‘‘ cot” and ‘‘tan”’ 

Must be familiar to this sought-for man : 

With French and German, both beyond re- 
proach, 

For, in these subjects, he will have to coach 

The budding hopes of England’s Empire 


great, 
Whose minds must guide and hands uphold 
the State. 
To keep in touch with Tume’s progressive 
tread 
Commercial Subjects must be widely read, 
The ‘‘ Yost” he must with skill manipulate, 
And ‘‘ Pitman’s Shorthand” clearly , ee 
strate. [ wood, 
He then must train the boys to carve in 
Experimental Science, if he could ; 
Pianoforte and Singing he must teach, 
And, if in orders, oa be asked to preach; 
A good athlete, a football (socker) blue 
Would be preferred, and find employment, 
too 
In teaching boys to ‘* kick,” and ‘‘ shoot,” 
and *‘ Meg 
When not engaged with some or other class. 
So now, ye paragons in human guise, 
Make haste! for he, who gains this glorious 
rize, clear, 
Shall then receive, the facts are plain and 
The noble sum of ‘‘ Forty pounds a year.” 





ELEMENTARY, 


Mr. Henry Sepewick has published a 
learned book, entitled The Elements of 
Politics. It seems to Mr. Pumch that it 
hardly requires a lengthy treatise to de 
ecribe the “elements” of modern politic 
Like the “elements” of Irish toddy, they 


seem to consist of (party) spirit, lot 
water, and the lemon-aid of acidity. “The 
ructions and the elements they charm 


me,” sings the Hibernian bard of “ Bally- 
hooly.” And in politics the “elements” 
and the “ructions” are certainly found to 
gether—especially in Irish politics. Paro 
dying a verse of that song, we may say 
There ’s a moral to my song, 
And it won’t detain ye long : 
Avoid strong dhriok of ivery description ; 
But if the foe ye ’d queer, 
And arouse your Party’s cheer, 
Here ’s a timperance (political) prescription ' 
Say the sugar ye have got, 
And the wather, biling hot, 
Wid the limon, wit and satire, blinded duly ; 
Then, stronger than n, 
Tors a dose of factious spleen. 
Faix! they call it ‘ Politics "’ 
hooly. 


in Bally- 





From Our Own IRkerressisLe JOKER 
(who has apparently again broken bonds) 
Q. Why may we assume that the Pheni- 
cians were the inventors of cycling and 
billiards? A. Because two of their prin- 
cipal cities were called Tyre and Sid(e jon. 


New Reapinc or an O_p Saw.—When 
Greek meets Turk then comes the Euro- 
pean tug of war. 


Axiom sy A Hosprtasix Man. — Good 


weeds go apace. 
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““WHAT, NO SOAP?” 


Mamma, ‘‘Goop @racious, Tommy! WHEN Dip YoU WASH LasT? 
You ARE SIMPLY DREADFUL! YOU HAVEN'T WASHED SINCE BREAK- 
FAST, I'M SURE.” 

Tomm Does tt sHow, Moruer!” (With relish.) ‘* How 


LLY BLACK OLD NANSEN MUST HAVE BEEN!” 





THE WOTHERSPOONS. 


A Srory 1n Scenes, 
Be 


secluded part of Kensington Gardens. It is a morning in late 
ber, Mr. Srencen Wornenspoon, @ mild, fresh-coloured 
f fifty, with a general air of good-natured simplicity, is 
t bench in conversation with Mexcy Manicoip. She is an 
r-haired, cream and rose complexioned girl of about twenty- 
ul wears @ becoming pearl-grey and white costume, with small 
tna Noating veil, not unlike that of a hospital sister. By her 
t baby-carrvage, containing @ sleeping infant, 





Vr. Wotherspoon. But—but, bless my soul, why? Why am I 
t to stop and speak to you any more’ Ah! I think I see. 
I'm getting a prosy old bore, and you've had enough of me, eh ? 


Ver Oh no, indeed, Sir. Anything but that. I’m sure it’s 
ery, very kind of a gentleman like you to show such interest in 





or frendless little nurse ! 
Wr. Woth. Kind’ Nonsense, my dear. Why, I assure you, 
I tind 1 , . t 
} hats. I’m rather a solitary old fellow -especially now my 
‘ister s away—and it’s a very great pleasure to me to stop on| 
! iy Way up to the City for » few minutes’—well, for half an 
hours —conversation with anyone who is kind enough to take 
COLD passion on my loneliness. 





| And if ever I marry, it will have to be someone 
| to—somebody older and wiser than me. I didn’t mean to tell 
elf positively looking forward to these little morning | you all this, but it doesn’t matter ; it’s the last time I shall ever 





Mercy. 1 wonder why you always will talk as if you were old, 
when you ‘re not a bit old, really! 

Mr. Woth. (with a sigh). Ah, my dear, I’m old enough to be 
your father, 1’m sorry to say. 

Mercy. Are you? I’m sure no one would ever—— But why 
are you sorry ¢ 

Mr. Woth, Because But there, age has its compensations 
after all. For instance, if | were a young fellow, I couldn’t stay 
talking to you like this, morning after morning. 

Mercy (innocently). Couldn’t you? Why not ? 

Mr. Woth. (perplexed). Well, it might be--— But you ve 
never told me why you want me to go up to town some other 
way in future, and not to take any notice of you. 

Mercy. Oh, but 1 don’t. Only, you said three weeks ago, soon 
after we first got acquainted, that you were thinking of going 
away to the seaside before long. 

Mr. Woth. Did 1? I daresay, my dear, I daresay. You see, 
my sister is away at Scarborough, and I rather thought she might 
be feeling lonely without me—we’ve never been separated so 
long before, you know—but somehow, what with my partner 
taking his holiday, and one thing and another, I—well, I kept 
on putting it off, and now she’s coming home in a day or two. 

Mercy. 1’m so afraid—you won't think it very conceited of me 
—that you didn’t go because—well, a little because of me. 

Mr. Woth. No, no, my dear, quite a mistake; at least, I’m 
not fond of fashionable watering-places, you see, and HEnrI- 
ETTA, my sister, seemed to be getting on very well without me, 
and besides, there was the business to look after. 

Mercy. And you ought to be looking after it now, instead of 
wasting your time talking to me! 

Mr. Woth. Oh, everything’s slack just now, my dear. I shali 
get up to the office in plenty of time for all there is to do; so, if 
that ’s your only reason—— 

Mercy. Ah, but it isn’t. 

[A foreign-looking young person passes, with an amused side- 
glance at Mercy, who flushes su ldenly. 

Mr. Woth. Do you know that young woman? She looked as if 
she thought she knew you. 

Mercy. Did she? She looked at both of us. I’m afraid she 
thought you were—we were—— [She stops short. 

Mr. Woth. Why, what could make her think that? It’s too 
absurd, you know, too absurd ! 

Mercy. Of course, I’m only a nurse now—a servant. Still, 
I’m a lady by birth. My papa was a gentleman farmer, and if 
he hadn’t lost all his money, P should never have had to earn my 
own living. 

Mr. Woth. I know, my dear, I know. And—er—no one is 
degraded by honest work. Quite the contrary. 

Mercy. lf you knew how hard it is, you wouldn’t say so. I 
have both the nursery grates to do, and all the sewing for Baby, 
and it’s spoiling my hands, I’m sure it is. Look! 

[She extends her hand to him. 

Mr. Woth. (inspecting it), Upon my word, I can't detect the 





least———_ (T'o himself.) dd that I never noticed before what a 
remarkably pretty hand it is! It’s an infernal shame she should 
have to——— But there, it ’s no business of mine—no business of 
mine ! 


Mercy (exhibiting a pink palm). It’s all very well to say that; 
but I used to be so proud of my hands, and they ’re getting quite 
hard. Just feel. 

Mr. Woth, (without availing himself of the invitation). Any 
young lady might be proud of them now, my dear. (With an 
effort.) And, unless 1’m greatly mistaken, somebody will be 
asking you to give him that little hand of yours, long before it 
has time to harden. 

Mercy. Somebody ? 

Mr. Woth. Some lucky young rascal who—— I daresay he has 
come forward already ? 

Mercy. I’m not very likely to have a proposal from anyone but 


| butlers and valets and people of that sort; and though I suppose 


I ought to forget what I have been, I couldn’t bring myself to— 
could look up 


meet you. 

Mr. Woth. I can’t for the life of me see why it should be the 
last time. 

Mercy. Because, if I must tell you—because one of the servants, 
who hates me, found out that you were in the habit of stopping 
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to say a few kind words to me every morning, and told her mis- 
tress, and she said if she ever heard of it happening again, I 
should be sent away without a character. 

Mr. Woth. Sent away! Gracious heavens, what possible 
harm can there be in just—— 

Mercy. 1 can’t think. But she said I ought not to allow a 
stranger to talk to me like that. As if I could help it! 

Mr. Woth, Why, it was the merest chance. 
a rest on this seat—it was a very hot morning, I remember—and 
| should have got up and gone on without even noticing you were 
there, only you happened to drop your ball of knitting, or what- 
ever it was, and, naturally, I picked it up. 

Mercy. 1 told her exactly how it was; but she said that no 
honourable gentleman would take such notice of a girl in my 
position, unless—unless—no, I can’t go on. 

Mr. Woth. (indignantly). What vile minds some people— 
No, Mercy my dear, she ’s right, I’m afraid; right, at least, as 





the world goes. I’ve acted foolishly, wrongly. I ought to 
have thought that, even at my time of life—— If you had 


only told me all this before! 
rather than——— 

Mercy. 1 know. 
I had. 

Mr. Woth. (remorsefully). I meant to be your friend, my dear ; 
but the truest friendship 1 can show you now is to go away. I 
can’t let you run any further risk of losing your situation. 

Mercy. Oh, I’ve lost that by this time. 

Mr. Woth. Lost it! How? 

Mercy. You remember that woman passing just now; that was 
ANNETTE, the French maid. She came on purpose to spy upon 
me, and by the time I take Baby home—— 

Mr. Woth, (in deep distress). It’s devilish, perfectly devilish ! 
And to think that i——-_ But, my poor child, what will you do’ 

Mercy (recklessly). Oh, I don’t know. I shan’t go into service 
again. Get an engagement as barmaid, perhaps, or else as chorus 
girl. I can sing a httle, and I’ve been told I’ve rather a good 
igure. I shall get along somehow. 

Mr. Woth. No, no, you mustn’t do that. I—I couldn’t stand 
it.... (With a sudden impulse.) Mercy, I—I thought I felt 
nothing but a surt of fatherly interest in you; but I know now 
it was more than that, it’s more than that. And—my dear, if 
| you can only care enough for me to—to be—my wife.... I 
| wouldn’t for the world put any kind of pressure upon you, or— 
| or seem to take any advantage; but, upon my word, I don’t see 
what else can be done. If you would like time to think over it 
carefully —— 

Mercy. As if I wanted any time to think over that/ Why, of 
course 1’ll be your wife, as soon as ever you choose! 


I would have gone away, anything 


But—but I didn’t want to lose the only friend 








LATER. 
Mr. Woth. (to himsel/, as he walks on alone). I can hardly believe 
it. No more idea when I started this morning—— And afterall 


these years, too! But 1’d no alternative—no alternative; and 

I don’t see why we shouldn’t be exceedingly happy. It isn’t as if 
| dear little Mercy was an ordinary—— Still, there’s HENRIETTA. 
| I’m afraid I may have some trouble with Henrietta at first. 
| However, it will make no real difference to her. 
| Mercy (to the child, as she wheels it home). Baby, you little beast, 
you won't have me for your slave much longer, do you know that ¢ 
Ah, you may well waggle that slack-baked little apple-dumplin 
of a head of yours. 1 did manage it well, didn’t I, Baby? But 
don't believe I should ever have got him to the point, if ANNETTE 
hadn’t happened That gave me the idea. How she would 
laugh if 1 told her, only 1’m not sucha goose! He ’sadear simple 
old thing, and he swallowed it all. I’m really fond of him, in a 
way, and he ll let me do exactly as I please. And the first thing 
I shall do after we are married 1s to get that sister of his out of 
the house ! 








Picked up in the House. 
Supposed to be a specimen of a New Edition of Poetry for (Politica) 
Children. By ‘‘ A Perfect Uhild.” 
I rove Pussy Gorsty, he has so much charm ; 
And, if I don’t snub him, he’il do me no harm. 
And yet, entre nous, I should greatly prefer 
If Pussy would scratch less, and not (Mani)purr! 


Mora or a recent “Monte Carno Romance.”—The plum 
goes to the Plummer. 





I had been taking | 








SONGS AND THEIR SINGERS. No. X. 














KRUGER'S LITTLE CLAIM. 
[Indemnity for moral or, intellectual damages caused by the Jameson 
Raid—£322,061 16s. ¥d.} 
Tat odd sixteen-and-ninepence is the latest Boer joke, 
Enough to make the Uitlander with fits of laughter choke! 
What is it charged for? we may well inquire ot Uncle Pavui , 
The items should be specified and made quite clear to ail, 


Is it, perhaps, the moral loss inflicted by the 7'-m-s, 
When printing thirteen months ago the Poet-Laureate’s rhymes f 
Is it since Mr. Ruopgs’s tongue has been a little rude, 

In talking at a recent date of “ unctuous rectitude” ? 


Or, can it be the net result of the Emperor’s telegram ?— 
We crave for further details, or we’ll think the bill ’s a sham! 
However, when accounts like this are sent, ’tis pretty plain, 
Some intellectual damage has been done to Kruogr’s brain! 


Tales in School. 
Ir is suggested, it seems, that a school should be started for 
giving “vocal lessons in the art of story-writing. Splendid 
notion! One difficulty, however, suggests itself to Mr. Punch! 
Everybody writes stories now—with or without lessons. As we 
are “all Socialists” (as Sir Wi11am Hanoovrt said) so we are 
all story-writers now. It is to be feared therefore that, as the 
celebrated German regiment was “all officers,” so that projected 
Story-writing School would be all teachers and no pupils. 


Lirsrary Norse.—Sir Rosext Pest must have been bereft 
of his Manners when he took the family name of the Duke of 
Rurianp for the hero of his romance. 

















ee 














102 





[Fesruary 27, 1897. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




















Wa 


j 
YP), Uy, 
(sf Vig y 


4; 





\ (fe Oe i 
\\ CGAY 
\ 8 iy 


























A DAMPER. 








Chatly Barber. “’Ow wovuLp you LIKE To BE SHAvED, Sir?” 
Grumpy Customer. “IN PERFECT SILENCE, PLEASE.” 


‘'BYRONICAL. 


A Voice From Misso_onent 
** Know ye not 
Who would be free themselves must strike the blow ? 
By their right arms the conquest must be wrought. 
Will Gaul or Muscovite redreas ye? No’” 
Childe Harold's Pilgrimage. 


Ain—‘* The Isles of Greece.” 


Tue Isles of Greece, the Isles of Greece !— 
At least they once were Grecian Isles-— 
Tis in the interests of Peace, 
Dodges and diplomatic wiles 
Restrain bold hearts that chafe and fret, 
With the eternal “Halt! Not yt!” 








The Putney and the Shoe Lane muse, 
The Attic harp, the Cockney lute, 

A chaunt for Crete should searce refuse! 
Yet ALrrep, ALGERNON, all are mute. 

Suits it the new Parnassian trade 

To sing an Anti-Moslem Raid ? 


So Atrrep looks on ALGERNON, 
On ALFRED gazes great A. C. 
Could England dare to stand alone, 
From that crass Concert were she free, 
A Briton yet might help the brave, 
Be more a man and less a slave. 


A bard stood on the rocky brow 
Of a high cliff in sea-born Crete. 





Ships, iron monsters, lays below, 

A sort of International Fleet. 
He counted them and ho that they 
Were there to keep the Turk at bay. 


Why are they there? And why art thou, 
My country? On thy huckster shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now, 
For heroes are an awful bore. 
And princes brave who make a dash 
With Powers’ plans are apt to clash! 


’Tis something, in the dearth of fame, 

Amid a Mammon-ridden race, 

To voice a poet-patriot’s shame. 

Could Cannin@ stand in Crcr1’s place |— 
Faugh ! naught is left for Greece, I fear, 
But Batrovur’s blush, and Haroovurtr’s 

tear. 


We can but weep—and dry our eyes! 

We may but biush—and turn the head! 
Sitomio sole will boldly rise, 

And Bartvett backs the Turk instead. 
Leonipas—big, brave Prince G.— 
Can’t make a new Thermopyle! 


What, silent still? and silent all ? 
Ah! no; stern voices of the dead 
Sound from the Past’s purpureal pall, 
And murmur, “ Let one living head, 
But one, arise! Could we but come: 
Tis but the living who are dumb!” 


In vain, in vain! Strike other chords! 
Chivalry ’s flat as uncorked wine! 
Let the relentless Turkish hordes 
These classic seas incarnadine ! 
Each Power is fear’s ignoble thrall, 
They funk each other, one and all! 


You’ve the new “ Pyrrhic” concert yet, 
Where ’s the old Pyrrhic phalanx gone? 
Of two such lessons why forget 
The older and the better one ? 
The “ Harmony” old OrpHeus gave, 
Can it be tootled by a slave? 


Fill high the bow! with gooseberry wine! 
The grape ’s unfit for themes like these. 
Wine made ANacrEON’s song divine ; 
Ice-sublimed sherbet, sipped at ease, 
As swigged by “ Xerxes, the great king,” 
Best suits our modern boys who sing. 


Fill high the bowl, yet not with wine, 
But with innocuous poet-pap! 

Red flows the heart-blood of the vine, 
Hinting of war’s hot thunder-clap. 

Red suits the revel or the fight, 

But modern blood runs milky-white ! 


Trust not for freedom to the Franks, 
Nor to Joun Butt, who buys and sells. 
In native swords and native ranks 
The only hope of freedom dwells! 
The Turk will harry you, as Giaours, 
And—well, his flag flies with the Powers! 


Fill high the bowl with—cowslip wine! 
Poets pugnacious idiots are. 
But politicians will decline 
To run the risk of general war. 
Rosepery warns, bland BaLrour craves 
Patience—the virtue once of slaves! 


Leave me on Candia’s stony steep, 
Where nothing, save the waves and I 
May hear our mutual murmurings sweep. 
I fancy I did well to die 
Before that Concert could combine— 
Dash down yon glass of gooseberry wine!!! 





Succrstep Honovur.—That Dr. Nansen, 
after his related Arctic experiences, ought 
to be made a Knight of the Bath. 
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AGAINST THE GRAIN. 


Joun Butt (icq.). “AH! THAT GREEK’S A PLUCKY LITTLE CHAP! PRECIOUS SORRY THAT ME AND 
MY FORIN’ MATES HAS TO STOP HIM!” 
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CARRY HIM WITH ‘‘THE CALPE.” 


QUITE UP TO HIS WEIGHT. 
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THE GUARDS AT GIBRALTAR. A FORECAST. 


CapTaAIn THE Hon. CRASHER, OF LEICESTERSHIRE (WEIGHT SIXTEEN STONE), HAVING 
SENT HIS STUD OF WEIGHT-CARRIERS TO THE HAMMER, LOOKS ROUND FOR SOMETHING TO 


HE IS ASSURED, ON THE WUKD OF AN ENGLISHMAN— 
BORN AT GIBRALTAR—THAT THIS I8 ONE OF THE STRONGEST Horses ON THE Rock, AND 








THE SCIENTIFIC BARBER. 


[** It has been discovered that the Roéntgen rays 
possess the quality of destroying human hair, whale 
a gentle current of electricity promotes its growth 
in a marked degree—facts of which a practical use 
will be made in the future.”"—Daily Paper.) 


Fragments of conversation in a hairdresser’s shop, 
as recorded by our own prophetic phonograph. 


Reapy for you, Sir, please... Rént- 
ened and shampooed, Sir? ... JAMEs, 
indly step this way with the induction 
coil, and mind that battery don’t upset 
. . . Allow me to cover your moustache, 
Sir, if you don’t wish it shortened. . . 
Oh, no, Sir, we never use scissors in our 
establishment, we’ve given up the old- 
fashioned ways for a long time . . 
a little more this side, please . . . Sensa- 
tion unpleasant? But then consider how 
scientific it is—what would our ancestors 
have said if they could have seen your hair 
withering away before their very eyes? 
. . « Called you a silly fool? Dear me no 
Sir, surely not . . . Is that short enough ? 
Thank you... Shampoo, I think you 
said? . . . Water not too cold? We don’t 
use water, Sir, nowadays—current of oxy- 
gen gas far more efficacious, with a wash 
of carbon bisulphide . . . Head a little 
lower—thank you... Yes, gentlemen 
often complain of the smell at first, but 
they soon get accustomed to it—“ infernal 
stench” is rather too strong a term for it, 
if you will excuse me, Sir . . . Soft brush? 
You can have the 40, 70, or 100-volt gal- 
vanic power, but the wires are just the 








same in each... Pray sit still, Sir— 
you ve kicked a hole in the dynamo—if the 
current is too strong | can modify it... 
What will you have on? Brilliantine/ 
We don’t use it, nowadays. IL’ll apply a 
little of our sulphuric acid wash . . Sir, | 
put it to you, how can | do you justice 
and finish your hair tastefully with you 
jumping up and running round the shop 
swearing hike that? Why, yes, it does burn, 
as you say, but, as I told you, think o1 
the science of it! The free hydrogen of the 
acid combines with the oxygen to form— 
shut my jaw? As you please, Sir; | was 
only endeavouring to interest you in the 
chemical reaction going on on your head. 
It’s wonderful to think how some persons 
despise the benefits given us by the pro- 


ead | gress of science—seems like ingratitude to 


Providence, doesn’t it? ... Your hai 
getting very thin on the top. No wonder, 
after L’ve been playing fool’s tricks with 
it? Not at all, Sir; it’s hasty temper 
which does it. Allow me to put you up 
one of our Hirsutine Galvanic Batteries, 
which conveys the electric fluid in a speedy 
and effectual form to the follicles at the 
roots of ... Well, at any rate it won't 
cost you nothing to look at it... You 
just attach these wires to the scalp for two 
or three hours every morning, and the 
effect is wonderful. There’s a customer 
of ours who bought one a month ago ; bald 
as a billiard-ball his head was, and now— 
well, his own mother wouldn’t know him! 
Probably not, as he’s a lunatic? He, he! 
You must have your joke, Sir! But I'll 
just put this up for you, it costs only five 





guineas and . . . Well, of course, it’s 
tor you to say, and if you like to grow bald 
~ No, Sir, 1’m not scraping your head 
with needles. The piercing sensation is 
due to the magnetic properties of our pa- 
tent electric comb, which is recommended 
by several eminent physicians. .. As | was 
about to observe, Sir, the greyness of your 
hair can be remedied. We strongly re- 
commend the use of our Polarising t’risms, 
which are concealed in the hair, and cast 
a beam of yellow light upon it, giving it a 
peautiful flaxen tint w --. i'm not 
forcing you to buy them, and there's no 
occasion for such language that J can see 
. ++ Have 1 nearly donef Yes, Sir, 
quite finished; but there’s a little electm- 
cal apphance here | should like to show 
you, and. . . Very well, Sir—pay in the 
shop, please . . . Good morning, Sir! 








“THE CHEMISTRY OF TEA.” 

[Mr. Davip Crore recently delivered a lecture 
before the Society of Arts on the chemieal consti- 
tuents of tea. He gave a truly formidable list of 
acids and poisons. } 
Scens—A dark room. 


In the middle, a teapot. 
Thunder, 


Enter Three Old Maids, 

‘irst Old Maid, 

Turice the brinded cat hath mew’'d, 
Second Old Maid, 

Thrice! there ’s something in the wind. 


Third Old Maid, 
Mr. Croxe cries, Time, ’tis time. 
First Old Maid, 
Round about the teapot go ; 
In the dire ingredients thurow.— 
Pour them in, and stir them well, 
While their awful names you tell ; 
Quite a tidy little lot, 
Flung into the deadly pot. 


All, 


Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn and kettle bubble. 


Second Uld Maid, 


Call the items one by one, 

Now we'll have some fearsome fun : 
Acid bring and alkaloid 

For the unholy brew employ’d. 
Empty in a chemist’s shop, 

Ere the witches frolic stop, 

’Tis a charm of powerful trouble 

See our hell-broth boil and bubble. 


Al, 


Double, double dose of trouble 

Pour into our hubble bubble. 
Third Old Maid. 

Now the compound may begin— 

Assamin and quercitrin, 

Phloroglucin, theophyllin, 

Shall the poison-pot be fillin’ ; 

Theobromine helps the stew, 

Oxyhydroquinone, too ; 

Then the horrid mess augment— 

Add dioxy-one-per-cent.- 

Salicylic and benzene, 

With boheic acid green ; 

Last let gallic drops and tannic 

Put the drinker in a panic. 


All. 


Double, double toil and trouble, 
Fire burn and kettle bubble. 








An Uwnconoentat Spor ror Txrrotai- 
grs.—Barmouth. 
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RECKLESS EXTRAVAGANCE. 








Pepperby. ““1'V®% BREEN TALKING TO MY WIFE, AND BEEN GIVING HER A BIT OF MY MIND.” 
( i Cundid Friend, *‘ Fottow MY ADVICE, OLD CHAP, AND DON’T DO THAT TOO OFTEN, OR YOU'LL HAVE NONE LEFT FOR YOURSELF!” 
IMPROVING LONDON. practical houses, all exactly alike and in) And his kicks all come off as you plan 
a straight line. Look at Kensington Gar- | them, 
By an Admirer of the County Council.) dens. Nothing but a lot of trees! Cut | While a jubilant nation 


Have just heard of the Council’s pro- | them all down and build on the ground. Gives vent to elation 
posal now before Parliament to continue Do the same with all the Parks. The land| By shouting the National Anthem. 
the Chelsea Embankment beyond Bat-| would sell for enormous sums. Then the | But it’s oh, for retirement, it’s ah, for 


tersea Bridge. Discover article on it in present streets could be dealt with, and all the shelf, 
Times of the 2nd. It seems there is a | the chief ones could be made quite straight, | When the king takes his own string and 
graceful curve of the river bank there, open | and quite flat, and 150 feet wide, with four pulls it himself. 


space, old-fashioned houses, picturesque | lines of steam tramways along each. 
barges, brown sails, Hogartn’s “Line of | That’s what I should like. That’s what 
beauty,” and all that sort of thing. Now,|I call practical. Don’t tell me any rub- 
I’m a practical man, and hate all such bish about Piccadilly being better as it is. 
useless tomfoolery. Rejoice to see the | Why, all the houses are different! And all 
Council wants to make the bank quite the building land on one side is wasted for 
straight. So much more practical. Get the sake of some old trees! And the road 
the Thames like a wide canal. “Line of| varies in width, and it isn’t flat! And “= -* . 
beauty” all rubbish. Also to build on| there isn’t even one tramway! Stuff and For the king knowing best 
, 7 aol When his servant wants rest 
open space, concealing old-fashioned houses | nonsense, I say’ “et : 3 vi 
by practical new ones. Probably lofty So I’m glad the Council is going to Insists on retirement as vital, 
flats. How much better than having a| build on one open space, and is trying to| ae you spend toe 4 remaining 
illy garden with flowers, or anything of | get the Thames rather straighter. It’s a | With ow P ene im he fe a ae title 
that maudlin sort. The scheme will cost | good beginning. 4 1 on Me - 3 a ah, 4 asp 7 _ . 
1 lot. That’s unfortunate. Not so very — i eye Veen, Crem 


practical. But you can’t make improve- ; aa . a a ‘ 
ments for nothing A DUET OF EX-CHANCELLORS. a of mind while it gives you 
Begin to think what might be done in| As sung by Prince Bismarck and Count Caprivi. — 


other parts. There’s an astonishing lot |  caecdiahc caliente . 
of waste space in London. Look at Tra- (Dedicated, without permission, to Prince At the Grand Hotel, Paris. 


For it’s then that a Chan- 
-Cellor feels like a man 
In a painful but hardly a rare case, 
When, his heart pit-a-patting, 
He lands on the matting, 
Having stepped where there wasn’t a stair- 





falgar Square. Who goes in the middle? | Hohentohe. Blithers (of romantic turn of mind, to 
Why not build the new Council Hall there ? | A KING is a thing Smiruers, after observing a young couple 
And look at the Parks. What’s the good You should pull with a string in close conversation in the court-yard). 1’m 
of the Serpentine? Nothing but water!|In a sort of go-one-with-a-dot dance, sure they’re engaged. 1 heard her call 
Why not drain it and build workmen’s A puppet whose motion him Harry! 

dwellings ? Then look at the Bayswater Gives rise to the notion Smithers (a matter-of-fact man). What 
Road and the Kensington Road. Both} That if left to himself he would not dance. | of that? I call my housemaid, Emiry! 
quite crooked. Make them quite straight, It’s a very nice trick |He’s most probably her footman. 


and build houses all along the Park—good When you cause him to kick, | {[Smirners calls for absinthe. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTWACTED FROM THE D1ary ov Topsy, M.P. 
House of Commns, Monday, February 15. 
Afraid when I saw Frank Lockwoop 

industriously taking notes through to- 

night’s debate on Education Bill, he would 
miss opportunity of making successful 
speech. Rude to mention names; but 

House well knows some of his colleagues 

on Front Opposition bench whose speeches 

are smothered—‘‘ Overlain” Sark calls it 
by preparation. Fortunately House 
pretty full when the Solicitor-General of 





N_PRYNATS 
1 THE VICE PRESIORAT | 
oF THE COMMITTEE sawn} 
(OS BiLow SET foRTA) 





**T donot know that I have a right to speak f 
*... ‘The Committee of Council are a nupy of very practical men!”—Sir J- 


is the CommitTrTee of Council is concerned ! 


two successive Governments rose. Drew 
hilarious cheer at outset by chaff of 
Jouno’ Gorst. Afterwards all went well ; 
severely disregarding his brief, he spoke 
brightly, effectively, on subject with which 
he is intimately familiar; scored unequi- 
vocal success. 

Joun o’ Gorst to follow. Long time 
since House seen such delightful bit of 
high comedy. Everything perfect—the 
passive figure, the almost wooden expres- 
sion on the face as the cheers and laughter 
rose and fell; the subtle modulation of the 
voice investing innocent syllables with 
barbed point. Nothing lacking, not even 
PRINCE ARTHUR, evidently anxious but 
keenly appreciative, seated close by his 
docile colleague. If Joun o’ Gorst had 

| in early life taken to the stage, JoHNNTE 
Hare would have had to look out for his 
laurels. The crowning success is that, 


THE FORMATION OF 
“LITTLE MUSEVMS 
Fon SOHOLARZ 


when closely examined, there is really 
nothing in the speech to which exception 
could he taken. One can imagine how the 
MaRKISs, studying the newspaper report, 
would be puzzled to iinieel the occa- 
sion of the ‘‘ laughter,” ‘‘ loud laughter,” 
‘‘renewed laughter,” recorded at every 
other sentence. On any other stage, 
in any other circumstances, before any 
other audience, the speech would have 
been an ordinary official effort. But cir- 
cumstances were compact: the actor, the 
moment, the stage, the audience. 

Business done.—The Vice-President ex- 


FoR TKE OPINION & NOTICE } 
TE EDUCATION DEPART! = | | 
OM THE VOLUNTARY ARRANGE MEMTS ARE | 
bus” PLEASE APPLY | NOW BLING MADE fon | "SPLENDID 





RULE,” 


GORST, ET PRKAUTEREA NIHIL! 


plains what the Committee of the Privy 
Council think. 

Tuesday.— No one looking at House to- 
night when debate on Education Bill was 
resumed would how, outside, the 
great heart of the nation was throbbing 
with excitement. Benches almost empty ; 
listless attitude of scanty audience varied 
here and there by figure of Member 
leaning forward with hand on knee intently 
watching honourable gentleman on his legs. 
About a dozen of these, an appreciable 
proportion of the so-called House. 

he kindly heart yearns towards them. 
Here, at least, are good men and true, who 
take profound interest in education ques- 
tion; are willing to add from any source to 
their knowledge of subject. The authority 
just now on his legs may be prosy and prag- 
matical. Less conscientious Members have 
fled before him, more pleasantly occupying 


pruess 


SUBIC =e ESSAYS | 


ISOLATION” 


MILD amoUNOBTRUSIVE 


themselves outside. These dozen, faithful 
among the faithless found, scorn delights 
and live laborious quarters of an hour listen- 
ing to GENTLE-DuLNEss. Mrs. G.-D. and 
the Misses G.-D , surveying the scene from 
Ladies’ Gallery, are cheered by this sign of 
appreciation, They have never been able 
to make out how it is that Pa, so wise at 
home, so authoritative on imperial politics 
and domestic questions, so persuasive in 
his eloquence, unanswerable in his 
argument, should be so little regarded in 
the House of Commons. Here are at least 
a dozen who know his full value. 


sO 






w my right hon. friend the First Lord of the Treasury, who is not here at pa but I can speak as far 


n G-rat in Education Debate. 


As he approaches cone lusion of eloquent 
and convincing harangue the twelve Mem- 
bers can hardly contain themselves. They 
strain like hounds on the leash ; they never 
take their eyes off Pa; seem ready to eat 
him in excess of their appreciation. Once, 
when Pa stooped down to pick up one of 
the folios of his precious speech, they all 
leaped to their feet as if propelled by the 
same catapult. When Pa, having found 
his paper, went on with his speech, the 
House tittered and they ruefully resumed 
their seats. 

Mrs. GENTLE- DULNESS growing alarmed, 
‘I hope,” she says nervously, “they aren't 
in their enthusiasm going to do anything 
foolish : lift Pa up shoulder high, and 
carry him round the House in triumph, or 
anything of that kind.” 

When at length the hon. Member on his 
legs makes an end of speaking, the dozen 
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are up again as eagerly as before. Bend- 


eye lately fixed on Pa is now turned on the 


Speaker Alack! alack! they haven't 
been listening to speech, only watching for 
| signs of its conclusion so that they may 


get the next chance of reading their own 


precious paper. As SARK says, this is not 
debate; it's manufacture. Small wonder 
House is empty whilst process is going 
forward 


Business done.—Second reading of Educa- 


tion Kill carned by 355 against 150. 


Thursday.—J. W. Lowtner (not to be 
confounded with the illustrious Jemmy) 
just now had his breath temporarily, but 
completely, taken away ’. is Chair- 
man of Committees, and a very good one, 
too. Took to the Chair as a duck takes to 
Where his trouble commences is 
when he leaves it. When, being in the 


water 


Chair, he opes his mouth, no dog dare bark, | 


not even that sad dog, Tommy BowLes 
Very different, as he learns, when he de- 
| scends from the Throne. 

To-night, House discussing proposal to 
read second time London County Council 
Bill, authorising purchase of site for build- 
ing new offices. The gentlemen of England 

| who hate the County Council and all its 
| works resolved to thwart the scheme. Made 
long angry speeches refusing second read- 
ing. J. W., rising from temporary quar- 
| ters on Treasury Bench, not only sup- 
ported second reading, but, in most severe 
| Chairman-of-Committee manner, scolded 














£677,938 38. 3d.'! How rr was pons! 


Oom Paul (over the baniasters). “‘ Now, my dear, 
is there anything more that you can think of before 
I send m the bill? ’’ 

A Female Voice. “ Well, dear, I saw some 
lovely so-ks at ls. 7jd. the pair—you want two 
pairs badly!” 


Members. No business, he said, to go 
talking round the Billi at large upon second 
reading stage. Place to discuss merits of 
Bill was in Committee room upstairs. 





| Had J. W. chanced, as often happens at 


the evening dress Chairman wears even at 


/ 
Za 














A PARLIAMENTARY Neeson! 


We understand there is no foundation for the 
statement that, in order to ensure dignity and reve- 
rence of treatment, Admiral Field has undertaken 
to replace Mr. Forbes Robertson at the Avenue 
Theatre! 
| morning sittings when presiding over Com- 
mittee, he might have escaped. In morn- 
| ing dress, a private Member like the rest 
|of us, bringing the tone and manner of 
| Chairman of Committees into ordinary de- 
| bate! It was too much. Temptation irre- 
sistible. Akin to case of arbitrary usher 
| accidentally encountering lot of the boys 
}in mid holiday. Time, near Christmas; 
scene, a lonely common a foot deep in 
snow. Could the boys be blamed if a 
| storm of snowballs darkens the air, or 
even if a human figure, outwardly rever- 
enced in term time, is rolled in the snow ? 

Something like this happened in case of 
esteemed Chairman of Committees. Mare 

BiuNDELL, putting down his head, butted 
him (so to speak) in the stomach. Conn 
| blocked his ok DarinoG, getting hold of 
his coat-tails, violently tugged them, con- 
|tumeliously shouting, “Yah! yah!” As 
| for Cap’en Tommy, he sailed round and 
round, dexterously dipping his main brace 
so as to souse the right honourable gentle- 
man with water. Squire or Matwoop. 
who has not recently had opportunity of 
appearing in favourite character of Pro- 
tector of Ministers, gallantly ran in with 
attempt to drive the boys off. Too late. 
The fun was over; a mere wreck of a 
Chairman of Committees limped off to the 
glad obscurity of his room. 

Business done.—Oom Pavt presents his 
small account. Item: to material damage, 
£677,938 3s. 3d. Ditto: to moral or intel- 
lectual damage, say a million. What a 
wag it is! 











| Friday.—Long hours and a dull evening 


ing! forward towards the Chair, the anxious | this early hour, to have arrayed himself in| with Army Estimates illumined by single 


|gleam. It flashed when Witrrip Lawson 
land Dr. Tanner walked up floor shoulder 
| to shoulder, co-tellers in a division. Chair- 
| man of Committees deftly compounded the 
| mixture. . ; 

| “Only wants a bit of ice to make it quite 
| complete,” said Sark, wetting his lips, for, 
| as hinted, the proceedings had been dry. 

With brief intervals spent outside, Tan- 
NER has pervaded the place since House 
got into Committee. “ Knowing nothing 
of the matter,” he said, at one point of 
discussion on Yecmanry vote; “I speak 
with diffidence—great diffidence, Mr. 
Lowrner.” Nevertheless, he spoke often ; 
divided at every opportunity. Had taken 
one division on reduction of Yeomanry 
Vote, when Wiirrip Lawson, “ going one 
step farther,” as Wavtrer Bartre.or used 
to say, moved rejection of whole vote. 
Chairman gave him several chances. 

“T think the Ayes have it.” “The Noes 
have it,” said wilful Winrrm. “The Ayes 
have it,” repeated the Chairman, in warn- 
ing voice. This was the last chance. Every- 
one saw what was coming, except Lawson. 
who once more challenged Chairman’s de- 
cision. Then the bolt fell. “ Ayes to the 
right; Noes to the left. Tellers for the 
Ayes, Sir Witr1am Watronp and Mr. 
AnstruTHEeR; tellers for the Noes, Sir 
Witrrip Lawson and Dr. Tanner.” House 
went out to division with uproarious glee. 

Business done. — Millions voted on ac- 
count Army Estimates. 








MISUNDERSTOOD! 
(A Story of the Road and its Double Fares.) 


“And doubtless you have good reason 
for charging me a double fare?” queried 
the traveller. 

“Indeed I have, Sir,” was the ready 
response. “Our company opponents, on 
festivals, take off their vehicles at an early 
hour. It is only we—lowly and despised— 
keep to our running. Surely for this 
boon we deserve some recompense ? ” 

“You are indeed right,” said he who 
was journeying, “and this two-pence is 
given with every feeling of satisfaction.” 

“Sir, you touch me nearly. Never have 
I been treated with so much kindness. 
Believe me, these tears spring from a 
heart full almost to breaking with the 
warmest gratitude.” 

“Nay, did not mean to make you 
weep,” continued the traveller, wiping 
away himself a furtive tear. “You are 
civil and obliging, and if you are under 
no direct control, I and my fellow-passen- 
gers are free from the unpleasant atten- 
tions of the inspector thirsting for tickets.” 

“Ah, Sir, you are in a friend!” 
exclaimed the emotional attendant ; “and 
I would ask you one favour more.” 

“Tt is granted before demanded.” 

“A thousand thanks. I would merely 
pray of you, when you hear my vehicle de- 
scribed in brutal language by a_hard- 
hearted public, to utter a word in my 
defence.” 

“Willingly. In future, when I have oc- 
casion to speak of you, I will call you the 
ny alternative to the Road Car and 

sondon General.” 

Then came a shout of joy and a declara- 
tion that explained everything. 

“ Ah, that will be far better than being 
known as the conductor of the pirate 





*bus!” 
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Mellin’s Food when 
prepared is similar to 
Breast Milk. 


Samples post free from 


MELLIN'S FOOD WORKS, PECKHAM, 8.6. 


ENGLAND expects. that every Man 
this day will do his Duty, and 
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NAVY GUT 


is sold only in 1-02. packets, and ~ 
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TOILET 
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is scented with Otto of Roses. 
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